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DISCOURSE. 


"  For  whether  we  live,  we  live  unto  the  Lord  ;  and  whether  we  die,  we 
die  unto  the  Lord ;  whether  we  live  therefore*  or  die,  we  are  the 
Lord's.     Romans  xiv.  8. 

The  funeral  of  a  child  of  God,  when  rightly  viewed,  is  no  proper  oc- 
casion for  grief.  Stricken  Nature,  indeed,  must  give  utterance  to  her 
moanings  and  laments.  She  must  experience  and  express  emotions 
of  pain  and  sadness,  when  the  heart-strings  are  rudely  torn  from  the 
objects  around  which  they  had  entwined  themselves.  Tears  will  flow, 
and  sighs  will  escape  from  the  bereaved  spirit,  and  night  will  settle 
down  upon  the  soul,  when  those  whom  we  love  are  taken  from  us, 
and  we  are  assured  that  we  shall  see  their  faces  no  more  in  the  flesh. 
How  can  we  fail  to  become  weak  and  weary,  when  one  of  life's  sup- 
ports is  taken  from  beneath  us  ?  Must  not  the  darkness  gather  around 
us,  when  the  lijUit  of  life  is  quenched  ?  How  can  we  fail  to  mourn, 
when  the  joy  of  our  life  is  gone  ?  Must  we  not  grow  gloomy  and 
despondent,  when  the  prospect  of  the  Future  spreads  itself  before  us, 
destitute  of  so  much  that  has  made  the  Past  bright  and  cheerful  ?  It 
cannot  be  otherwise.  Constituted  as  we  are,  social  beings ;  bound  to 
each  other  by  ties  of  friendship  and  affection,  and  dependent  upon 
each  other  for  communion,  for  counsel,  for  assistance — our  humanity 
demands  both  the  feeling  and  expression  of  sorrow,  when  the  circle 
of  its  loves  and  sympathies  is  invaded  by  Death. 

Let  wounded  Nature  therefore,  have  her  way.    Let  the  tears  of  sad-' 
ness  and  sorrow  flow  ;  they  will  relieve  the  overcharged  heart,  as  the 
Sowings  of  a  fountain  bear  away  the  swelling  waters  which  bubble  up 


beneath  its  surface.  It  is  reasonable,  it  is  right ;  and  we  have  divine 
sanction  and  example  for  our  tears.  Jesus  loved  Martha,  and  her 
sister  and  Lazarus.  And  he  groaned  in  spirit  and  was  troubled, 
when  one  of  these,  his  friends,  was  taken  ;  and  he  wept  as  he  beheld 
the  weeping  sisters,  and  as  he  came  and  stood  before  the  place 
where  the  body  of  their  brother  was  laid.  Pie  was  in  tears  and 
troubled,  though  he  knew  that  in  a  little  while,  the  dead  would  be  re- 
stored to  life  and  to  the  hearts  and  home  now  desolate.  Much 
more  poignant  then  would  have  been  his  sorrow,  and  much  more 
abundant  his  tears,  had  he  known  that  the  now  divided  family  would 
be  re-united  no  more,  until  its  two  remaining  members  should  be  cal- 
led to  follow  him  who  had  gone.  The  Great  High  Priest  had  a  true 
human  heart,  and  true  human  sympathies.  We  therefore,  cannot  err, 
when  we  give  way  to  feelings  such  as  dwelt  in  the  bosom  of  the  Son 
of  God. 

And  yet,  it  is  true,  that  the  burial  of  a  Christian  is  no  proper  oc- 
casion for  grief.  There  is  a  Power  stronger  than  that  of  nature  which 
can  overcome  these  promptings  of  the  heart,  and  quell  the  turbulence 
of  its  emotions.  There  is  a  truth  which,  whpn  clearly  seen  and  real- 
ized, can  transform  night  .into  day,  shadows  into  brightness,  and 
mourning  into  mirth  ;  which  can  make  our  falling  tears  like  the  rain 
drops  from  some  passing  cloud,  descending  while  the  sun  is  shining 
clearly  around  us,  and  all  appears  cheerful  and  joyous.  And  that 
truth  is  the  one  so  beautifully  expressed  in  the  language  above 
quoted ;  that  '  whether  we  live,  we  live  unto  the  Lord  ;  and  whether 
we  die,  we  die  unto  the  Lord ;  whether  we  live  therefore,  or  die, 
we  are  the  Lord's.' 

These  words  were  written  only  concerning  those,  who  have  received 
Christ  Jesus  as  he  is  freely  offered  in  the  Gospel.  To  none  other 
could  they  apply ;  to  none  other  are  they  applied.  And  they  contain 
the  true  history  of  all  such  as  are  united  with  Christ,  in  the  bonds  of 
faith  and  the  eternal  Covenant.  They  embody  the  sum  and  substance 
of  the  biography  of  every  Christian.  yFor  it  is  true  of  all  such,  that 
whether  they  live,  they  live  unto  the  Lord.  They  live  not  unto  them- 
selves, and  not  unto  the  world.  Their  aim  and  effort  is  not  to  pro- 
mote their  own  advancement,  ease  or  emolument.  They  have  taken 
up  the  cross  to  bear  it  after  Christ ;  and  on  that  cross  which  was  the 
instrument  of  His  suffering  and  death,  they  have  crucified  the  flesh, 
with  its  affections  and  lusts  ;  have  sacrificed  the  longings  and  tenden- 


cies  of  a  corrupt  nature,  the  promptings  of  selfishness,  and  the  in- 
terests and  attractions  of  the  present  temporal  life.  Thenceforth  their 
eye  is  fixed,  and  their  heart  is  fixed  on  the  divine  glory,  as  their 
chief  end  ;  and  though  with  many  failures  and  imperfections,  for  this 
end  are  they  living,  labouring  and  ever  pressing  forward.  Looking 
unto  Jesus,  is  their  motto  ;  to  Jesus  as  their  Leader  and  their  Lord ; 
the  Author  and  the  Finisher  of  their  faith  ;  the  End  of  all  their  effort* 
as  he  is  the  Beginning  of  all  their  hopes. 

Such  is  the  Christian's  life  ;  a  life  unto  the  Lord.  And  so,  also, 
is  the  Christian's  death,  a  death  unto  .the  Lord.  It  is  a  death  in  which 
the  divine  glory  is  declared  with  not  less,  if  not  far  greater,  power  and 
clearness,  than  in  all  the  labours  and  sufferings  of  his  life,  l  Come,' 
said  Addison  as  his  end  was  drawing  nigh,  '  and  I  will  show  you  how 
a  Christian  can  die?'  And  surely  there  is  no  spot  on  earth,  more 
worthy  of  our  attendance  than  the  chamber  where  the  good  man 
meets  his  fate.  And  it  is  thus  worthy,  for  this  reason — that  there  is 
found  so  bright  a  display  of  the  power  of  the  Christian  religion, 
which  is  but  another  name  for  the  glory  of  God.  How  strange  and 
striking  the  contrast  which  such  a  scene  presents,  with  the  death- 
chamber  of  those  who  have  no  hope  in  Christ !  In  this,  we  find  alarm 
and  anguish,  the  agonies  of  remorse,  and  the  horrors  of  despair.  We 
find  a  soul  trembling  and  terror-smitten,  cowering  pale  and  haggard 
in  the  presence  of  its  approaching  Doom.  We  hear  its  bitter  cry  of 
unavailing  lamentation,  or  hopeless  prayer ;  or,  it  may  be,  even 
blasphemies  and  cursings  of  that  God,  who  now  appears  but  as  a 
Consuming  Fire.  We  see  it  shrink  back  shuddering,  from  the  abyss 
which  yawns  before  it,  forestalling  by  anticipation  its  coming  wretch- 
edness andwoe  ;  or  plunging  onward  to  its  destruction  with  a  mad 
recklessness,   even  more  appalling  to  the  beholder. 

But  enter  now  into  the  other,  and  stand  by  and  see  the  salvation 
of  God.  Here  is  neither  fear  nor  madness  ;  neither  terror  nor  des- 
peration. All  is  calm  and  peaceful,  nay,  more,  joyful  and  trium- 
phant. Death  is  no  King  of  terrors  to  the  dying  saint.  He  comes, 
a  Messengers  of  good  tidings,  and  publisher  of  peace.  He  comes, 
transformed  into  an  Angel  of  Light ;  deprived  of  all  his  power  to 
hurt  or  to  alarm,  and  made  even  a  minister  and  dispenser  of  richest 
blessings.  He  is  met  neither  with  the  scowl  of  defiance,  nor  with  the  I 
shriek  of  fear,  nor  with  the  wailing  of  despair.  He  is  saluted  with 
a  smile ;  welcomed  with  a  friendly  voice  and  a  song  of  thanksgiving. 
We  hear   no  fruitless   lamentations,  but  hearty  congratulations ;  no 


hopeless  prayers,  but  hopeful  praises  ;  no  bitter  curses,  but  abundant, 
overflowing  blessings.  There  is  no  shrinking,  but  rather  a  patient  long- 
ing to  be  gone;  no  forestalling  of  future  woe,  but  rather  foretastes 
of  approaching  bliss ;  no  insane  leaping  into  darkness,  but  a  tran- 
quil, yet  triumphant  entering  into  glory. 

What  is  it  that  makes  the  one  to  differ  from  the  other  ?  What  is 
it  that  thus  gives  beauty  for  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning,  and 
the  garments  of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness  ? 

Is  it  not  because  God  is  with  the  one,  in  His  goodness ;  in  the 
richness,  sweetness  of  His  grace  ;  while  He  is  absent  from  the  other, 
or  present  only  as  a  God  of  indignation  and  vengeance  ?  Is  it  not 
because  He  is  with  the  one,  a  God  reconciled,  and  with  the  other,  a 
God  at  enmity  ?  Is  it  not  because  with  the  one  there  is  the  presence 
of  Christ  as  a  Saviour;  in  the  fullness  of  His  offices  as  Mediator; 
giving  peace  of  conscience,  peace  with  God,  and  a  peaceful  prospect 
for  the  future  ?  Nowhere  else,  then,  can  we  find  a  better,  brighter 
exhibition  of  God's  grace  and  power,  nowhere  a  more  striking  dis- 
play of  His  glory. 

If,  therefore,  we  have  love  for  God  and  a  desire  to  see  Him  glorifi- 
ed, we  cannot  grieve — much  less  can  we  murmur — a*,  the  dying  bed  or 
at  the  burial  of  one  whom  He  has  chosen,  to  make  known  the  riches 
of  His  glory,  as  a  vessel  of  mercy  which  He  had  afore  prepared 
unto  glory.  Can  we  mourn  in  the  presence  of  death,  when  death  is 
thus  made  a  minister  to  the  praise  of  the  glory  of  His  grace,  where- 
by a  lost  sinner  is  made  accepted  in  the  Beloved  ?  Shall  we  sorrow 
when  the  last  Enemy  is  thus  made  subject  to  Him  who  hath  put  all 
things  under  Him,  and  subservient  to  the  ends  which  He  has  in  view 
in  all  His  works?  Shall  our  selfish  feelings  prompt  us  to  find  fault  with 
the  method  thus  chosen  to  manifest  the  greatness  of  His  power,  the 
richness  of  His  love,  and  the  triumph  of  His  grace  ?  Rather  should 
we  not  rejoice  to  see  Him  thus  take  unto  himself  the  honor  and 
glory  which  are  His  due  ?  Should  we  not  rejoice  at  such  an  exhibi- 
tion of  the  worth,  the  beauty,  the  strength  of  Christ,  thus  overcom- 
ing the  mighty  Conqueror,  and  winning  a  victory  for  the  Christian 
over  all  that  the  world  most  dreads  ?  Surely  the  glory  of  God  and 
Christ,  and  of  God  in  Christ,  is  enough  to  counterbalance  all  our 
wishes  ;  insomuch  that  we  would  g!adly  give  up  all  we  hold  most 
dear,  if  thereby  He  will  but  g'orify  Himself  and  His  precious  Gospel. 
In  this  view,  therefore,  of  the  Christian's  death,  it  is  true,  that  it  is 
no  proper  occasion  for  grief. 


But  there  is  a  second  aspect  of  this  scene  which  furnishes  ground 
for  a  similar  train  of  remark.  It  is  appointed  unto  all  men  once 
to  die.  Is  there  not  an  appointed  time  to  man  upon  earth  ?  Death, 
therefore,  is  no  casual,  fortuitous  event ;  no  mere  accident,  nor  stroke 
of  a  blind  and  pitiless  Fortune.  The  Destroyer  comes  commissioned 
by  the  Sovereign  Disposer  of  all  events.  Power  is  given  him  of. 
God  to  hurt  and  to  kill,  and  he  executes  only  the  command  of  Him 
who  sent  him.  The  glory  of  His  sovereign,  as  well  as  of  His  grace, 
calls  upon  us  therefore,  to  acquiesce  cheerfully  in  the  will  of  Him 
who  doeth  all  things  well  and  wisely.  Not  even  a  sparrow  falleth 
to  the  ground  without  His  foresight '  and  foreordination,  much  less 
any  one  of  those  made  in  His  own  image. 

And  could  we  but  have  a  truly  realizing  apprehension  of  the  na- 
ture of  the  Divine  Government,  and  of  the  ends  which  are  to  be  ac- 
complished in  and  through  its  various  departments,  we  would  be  able 
to  see  that  whoever  dies,  sinner  or  saint,  in  one  sense  dies  unto  the 
Lord  ;  that  his  death  is  so  ordered  as  to  advance  and  exhibit  the  di- 
vine glory,  iq  some  one  of  the  manifold  methods  of  Providence. 
And  could  we  but  experience  that  absorption  of  self  and  of  all  things 
out  of  God,  in  the  willingness  and  desire  to  see  Him  glorified  in  His 
own  time  and  way;  and  could  we  learn  thus  to  live  and  think,  and  feel, 
not  unto  ourselves,  but  unto  the  Lord;  we  would  then  acquiesce 
cheerfully  in  all  the  allotments  of  His  will,  whether  painful  or  pleas- 
ing to  us,  in  themselves  considered.  So  that  even  if  He  should 
choose  to  call  hence  to  corruption  and  the  worm,  one  dear  to  us  as  our 
own  life,  and  yet  of  whose  preparation  for  this  change  we  have  no  assu- 
rance, still  would  we  say,  and  say  too  with  a  willing  heart  and  cheer- 
ful faith :  "  It  is  the  Lord,  let  Him  do  what  seemeth  Him  good." 
But  this  can  hardly  be  expected  from  poor,  weak  human  nature,  even 
when  enriched  and  strengthened  by  divine  grace.  We  may  doubtless 
attain  to  a  state  of  submissiveness,  even  to  so  painful  a  dispensation 
as  this  would  be ;  and  to  this  state  we  must  attain  if  we  would 
find  favor  in  the  sight  of  God.  But  in  such  case  it  is  scarcely 
possible  for  us  to  do  more  than  bow  the  bead  and  be  still,  resigned  but 
not  rejoicing. 

But,  however  this  may  be,  it  is  certain  that  the  recognition  of  the 
divine  sovereignty  does  enter  as  an  element  of  joy  into  the  thoughts 
and  feelings  which  occupy  the  mind  when  we  witness  the  departure 
of:  a  friend  who,  we  are  assured,  dies  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  friend- 
ship of  God. 


Then,  at  least,  we  can  rejoice  in  this  dispensation  of  infinite  Wisdons 
and  supreme  Will.  Then  it  is  that  a  faith  in  the  rightful  and  righte-* 
ous  sovereignty  of  God,  mingling  with  the  hallowed  remembrances 
of  the  life  and  the  last  days  of  a  departed  Christian,  and  with  the 
assured  hope  of  his  happy  immortality  which  we  cherish ;  gives  con- 
sistency and  stability  to  our  emotions,  makes  us  acquiescent  as  well 
as  submissive  ;  subdues  the  rising  sadness  of  the  heart,  and  converts 
our  sighs  €nd  tears  into  songs  of  praise  and  streams  of  holy  rejoicing* 
Then  we  neither  bow  the  head  nor  are  still,  but  rather  lift  up  our 
eyes,  with  glances  of  gratitude  directed  heavenward,  and  lift  up  our 
voices  in  thanksgiving. 

Again  :  There  is  a  third  sense  in  which  a  saint  of  God  may  be  said 
to  die  unto  the  Lord,  and  the  remembrance  of  which,  not  less  than  of 
the  foregoing,  should  stay  the  tide  of  our  sorrow  and  weeping.  In  the 
former  we  have  had  the  eye  fixed  mainly  upon  the  glory  of  God  and 
His  government ;  and  now  let  us  look  for  a  moment  at  the  good, 
the  glory  of  the  Dead.  Not  only  does  the  Christian  die  unto  the 
Lord  by  dying  unto  His  glory,  but  also  by  dying  to  go  unto  the  Lord 
and  to  His  glory.  He  goes  to  be  forever  with  the  Lord  ;  he  departs  to 
be  with  Christ,  which  is  far  better  than  to  remain  in  this  world. 

Death  is  a  wonderfully  blessed  event  to  one  who  has  lived  in  peace 
with  God  through  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ.  Could  we  follow  a  soul 
thus  released,  but  for  a  moment,  beyond  the  veil,  and  cast  one  glance 
at  the  contrasts  there  presented  with  this  dark  and  troubled  life  ;  in- 
stead of  wishing  those  we  love  to  return  and  remain  with  us,  we 
would  rather  wish  ourselves  to  remain  forever  with  them  ;  like 
Simon,  when  he  saw  the  glory  of  his  Lord  on  the  mount,  and 
prayed  that  he  might  come  down  no  more.  And  such  a  glance  we 
may  take  with  the  eye  of  faith,  revealing  scenes  beyond  so  bright 
and  joyous,  that  we  would  thank  God  at  each  new  summons  to  a 
soul  to  enter  there,  and  swell  the  number  of  the  dwellers  in  tr<at 
world  of  bliss. 

.  It  would  be  but  a  poor  proof  of  our  love,  could  we  wish  to  keep  an 
heir  of  glory  away  from  his  inheritance.  What  has  he  to  lose,  and 
what  to  gain  ?  He  loses  all  the  sorrow,  sin  and  pain  of  the  present 
life  ;  he  loses  all  the  troubles,  trials  and  temptations  of  the  world. 
He  is  released  from  the  bitter  conflict  with  unnumbered  and  relentless 
foes  ;  from  a  warfare  with  the  hosts  of  hell ;  with  doubt,  with  fear, 
with  the  evil  of  his  own  heart,  an  evil  world  and  the  evil  One.     He 


is  delivered  from  his  bondage  of  corruption,  from  the  pains  of  repen- 
tance ;  from  all  self-reproach,  from  ignorance,  from  darkness  and 
tribulation.  He  is  rescued  from  all  sorrows  of  the  soul  and  sickness 
of  the  body.  His  wearied  frame  finds  rest  and  quietness.  There  is 
no  more  disease,  no  more  labour,  no  more  weakness  and  failing  of  the 
flesh.  It  sleeps  a  profound  and  dreamless  sleep  ;  undisturbed  by  all 
the  jarring  noises  and  discords  of  life  ;  a  sleep  which  shall  know 
ho  waking,  until  the  Archangel's  trumpet  shall  proclaim  that  the 
night  is  past  and  the  dawn  of  an  eternal  day  appearing. 

Surely  such  losses  are  great  gains.  But  there  are  greater  gains 
than  these.  Not  only  does  he  pass  from  a  world  of  darkness,  but  to 
a  world  of  light ;  from  a  life- of  sorrow,  but  to  a  life  of  joy  ;  from 
a  scene  of  trial,  but  to  a  scene  of  peace.  He  gains  an  exit  from 
much,  but  he  gains  an  entrance  to  more.  It  is  a  far  more  exceeding 
and  eternal  weight  of  glory,  in  contrast  with  a  present  momentary 
and  light  affliction.  To  die  is  to  live  again  ;  to  live  a  higher,  nobler, 
happier  life ;  as  much  higher,  nobler,  happier,  as  this  is  lower,  baser 
and  more  sorrowful.  It  is  to  attain  unto  the  rest  which  remaineth  ; 
not  a  rest  of  indolence  or  inaction,  but  an  active  rest ;  a  rest  which 
knows  no  resting,  ever  full  of  joy  and  praise,  and  employment  in  the 
service  of  the  King  above.  It  is  to  pass  into  the  presence  of  angels 
and  the  spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect ;  to  companionship  with 
Christ  himself  in  all  the  glory  of  His  kingdom.  The  goal  of  the 
earthly  life  is  the  starting  point  of  life  eternal ;  the  tomb  of  the  mor- 
tal and  material  is  the  birth-place  of  the  immortal  and  spiritual. 

Such  is  the  glad  change  for  departing  saints,  which  we  are  apt  so 
much  to  dread,  and  which  we  strive  so  long  and  painfully  to  prevent. 
Blessed,  therefore,  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord,  because  they  die 
unto  the  Lord ;  die  for  the  glory  of  his  grace  and  sovereignty ;  die  to 
be  translated  into  His  presence  where  is  joy,  and  to  His  right  hand 
where  are  pleasures  evermore. 

Why  then,  should  we  wish  them  to  linger  longer  here  ?  Why 
grieve  that  they  are  gone  when  it  is  so  much  better  for  them  to  depart 
and  be  with  Christ  ?  And  if  we  say  that  their  gain  is  our  loss,  and 
that  we  weep  not  for  them  but  for  ourselves ;  why,  what  is  this  ? 
They  do  not  love  us  less,  but  more.  They  do  not  serve  us  less  effec- 
tually, they  are  not  united  to  us  any  less  closely,  than  when  we  held' 
communion  with  them  in  the  body.  And  who  may  say  that  they  are 
not  as  near  us  now  as  then,  watching  us  with  equal  interest,  clinging 


to  us  with  no  less  affection  and  ministering  to  lis  with  no  less  tender-* 
ness  and  sympathy,  and  with  far  better  success?  And  may  w;  not 
follow  those  who  have  gone  before  ;  rejoin  them  in  the  Better  Land,  to 
be  parted  no  moiv  forever  ?  At  worst,  they  have  but  left  us  for  a  little 
while ;  have  bidden  us  good-night,  to  meet  us  again  in  the  morning. 
A  like  faith  with  theirs  will  lead  us  soon  into  their  presence  ;  piloting 
our  way  up  to  their  bright  abode,  where  mansions  are  provided  for 
all  them  who  through  faith  and  patience  shall  inherit  the  promises. 

From  whatever  point  of  view  we  regard  it  therefore  ;  whether  with 
an  eye  to  the  glory  of  God,  or  the  good  of  those  who  die  unto  Him,  or 
perad venture ,  to  our  own  good  ;  true  is  it  that  the  Christian's  time  of 
death  is  a  time  of  rejoicing,  not  of  grief,  to  those  who  are  left  behind 
and  who  enjoy  like  precious  faith  with  theirs. 

And  now,  as  we  gather,  for  the  last  time,  aronnd  the  body  of  God's 
aged  servant,  gone  to  her  reward  ;  may  we  not  rather  rejoice  and  praise 
the  goodness  of  her  Lord,  who  has  so  kindly  called  her  hertce?  Truly  of 
her  it  may  be  said,  that  while  she  lived,  she  lived  unto  to  the  Lord,  and 
no  less  truly,  that  when  she  died,  she  died  unto  the  Lord  ;  so  that  living, 
dying  or  dead,  she  was  and  is  the  Lord's. 

This  is  not  the  time  nor  place,  nor  is  the  speaker  the  person,  to 
praise  the  dead  or  make  a  vain  parade  of  their  virtues.  It  Was  the 
expressed  wish  too,  of  her  who  is  gone,  "  say  nothing  of  me  at  my 
funeral,  except  that  I  was  a  sinner  trusting  to  be  saved  by  the  sover- 
eign grace  of  God  in  Jesus  Christ,  His  Son." 

Yet  I  cannot  refrain  from  saying,  for  the  sake  of  the  living,  a  few  words 
in  addition  to  those  dictated  by  the  dead.  I  cannot  forbear  to  point  to 
point  to  her,  as  a  model  of  excellence  rarely  presented  for  human  in- 
spection and  imitation.  In  whatsoever  things  were  lovely,  honest  and 
of  good  report,  she  was  pre-eminent ;  insomuch  that  acquaintance  with 
her  was  a  sure  beginning  of  affection  for  her  ;  and  to  be  brought  into  her 
presence  was  to  be  won  to  her  praise.  Of  her  most  emphatically  could 
it  be  said  that  she  lived  not  unto  herself.  Forgetfulness  of  self 
and  unceasing  devotion  to  the  well-being  of  others,  was  the  prominent 
trait,  the  distinguishing  feature  of  her  character.  Unlike  most  others 
who  are  called  to  endure  great  and  prolonged  personal  suffering,  her 
thoughts  and  interests  never  became  concentrated  upon  herself.  For 
long,  long  years  she  suffered  without  a  moment's  intermission  when 
awake,  and  with  scarcely  any  that  deserved  the  name  when  sleeping,  so 
few  and  brief  were  her  periods  of  repose  $  and  yet,  until  the  last  hour  of 


consciousness,  she  seemed  to  think  and  care  scarcely  at  all  for  herself, 
but  only  for  those  whom  she  loved.  And  oftentimes  was  the  severity 
of  her  pain  made  more  severe,  through  her  sympathy  with  others  in 
their  sorrows  and  pains.  In  the  maturity  of  womanhood,  and  even 
to  old  age,  she  retained  the  gentleness,  guilelessness.  the  winningness 
of  a  child  ;  and  with  all  a  child's  enthusiasm  she  entered  into  the  feel- 
ings of  others,  rejoicing  with  them  in  their  joy  and  weeping  with  them  in 
their  woe. 

As  a  mother,  she  was  a  pattern  of  maternal  love,  fidelity  and  de- 
votion, insomuch  that,  when  almost  dying,  she  overheard  her  physi- 
cian remark  upon  the  strength  of  that  vitality,  which  could  endure 
such  strain  and  press  of  suffering,  she  replied  :  It  is  my  love  for  my 
children  that  keeps  me  alive  !  Her  affection  and  faithfulness  in  this 
relation,  were  an  index  of  her  character  in  all  the  relations  of  life, 
whether  of  kindred  or  friendship.  And  regarding  her  merely  as  a 
woman,  we  may  well  say  of  her  that  she  was  one  of  the  brightest  ex- 
amples and  ornaments  of  her  sex. 

I  have  said  that  this  is  neither  the  place  nor  time  to  speak  of  her 
in  the  language  of  ordinary  eulogy  ;  but  it  is  both  the  time  and  place 
to  speak  of  her  as  a  living  eulogy  and  illustration  of  the  Gospel  of  her 
God.  And  I  could  find  no  more  pleasing  task,  and  no  more  profitable 
or  fruitful  theme,  than  to  dwell  upon  her  character  as  a  Christian  ;. 
upon  her  life  and  her  death  unto  the  Lord.  Upon  this  task  I  willingly 
would  enter,  did  not  the  gathering  twilight  warn  me  to  forbear  ;  remind- 
ing me  that  before  the  twilight  deepens  into  night,  her  now-untenan- 
ted  tabernacle  must  be  borne  hence  from  the  house  of  God  to  the 
honse  appointed  for  all  the  living.  Nor,  perhaps,  is  it  needful  or  ex- 
pedient that  you  should  be  told  of  what  you  already  know  so  well. 
The  strength,  the  symmetry  and  beauty  of  her  Christian  character,  and 
the  simplicity  and  godly  sincerity  of  her  conversation  in  the  world 
have  long  been  evident  in  the  eyes  of  all  who  knew  her.  And — what 
is  of  far  more  importance — it  is  all  known  unto  Him  who  knoweth 
all  things,  and  who  has  promised  openly  to  reward,  according  to  His 
knowledge.  He  marked  the  pathway  which  she  trod  through  the 
days  of  more  than  three-score  years  and  ten.  He  saw  her  zeal  for 
God,  His  church  and  His  glory  and  her  record  is  now  with  Him  on  high. 
In  the  book  of  His  remembrance  it  is  written,  and  in  the  book  of, 
our  remembrance  too.  We  will  not  soon  forget  her  earnest  and  un- 
relaxing  adherence  to  the  pure  and  precious  truth  of  God,  and  how 


she  loved  to  dwell  upon  those  doctrines,  which  have  been  the  trea- 
sure and  the  trust  of  her  church  and  of  all  God's  people,  in  all  ages. 
On  that  truth  she  rested  ;  to  that  she  clung  as  her  comfort  in  this  life, 
and  her  only  hope  for  the  life  to  come.  The  sovereign  grace  of  God 
in  Jesus  Christ,  and  His  just,  merciful  and  supreme  dominion  ;  these 
were  the  pillars  of  her  faith  and  her  support.  And  upon  these  she 
ever  leaned  in  days  of  darkness  and  distress,  as  upholders  which 
could  never  fail  her,  even  though  the  mountains  should  be  removed, 
and  carried  into  the  midst  of  the  sea. 

We  will  not  soon  forget  her  love  for  the  Church — how  her  feeling  , 
and  her  prayers  were  enlisted  in  its  welfare — and  how  she  longed  to 
see  the  day,  when  God  would  establish  Zion,  and  make  Jerusalem  a 
praise  and  a  joy  in  all  the  earth.  We  will  not  soon  forget  her  Chris- 
tian counsels ;  her  words  of  comfort  and  consolation  ;  her  readiness 
to  impart  to  others  the  wisdom  and  the  strength  which  God  had  given 
her.  She  was  indeed  a  mother  in  Israel,  and  a  mother's  unfailing 
love  and  kindness  characterized  her  intercourse  with  all  the  children 
of  the  Heavenly  Father's  family.  Her  place  is  vacant  now,  and  there 
is  none  to  take  it ;  and  we  who  used  to  go  to  her  almost  as  naturally 
as  children  to  a  parent,  for  counsel  and  sympathy,  must  go  now  di- 
rectly to  the  Fountain  of  Divine  wisdom  and  love.  Many  a  lesson 
have  we  learned  from  her,  of  patience,  of  child-like  trust  in  God,  of 
unwavering  faith,  of  unrepining  submission ;  nay,  of  cheerful  acqui- 
escence in  all  the  will  of  God. 

Her  last  days  were  such  as  might  have  been  expected  at  the  close 
of  such  a  life  ;  days  of  perfect  peace  of  spirit,  though  amid  severest 
sufferings  of  body  ;  days  of  triumph  in  the  goodness  and  the  grace  of 
God,  though  amid  most  painful  and  trying  dispensations  of  His  Prov- 
idence, not  only  towards  herself,  but  others.  Instead  of  doubting 
that  God  was  good  and  kind,  she  seemed  to  fear  only  that  others 
would  doubt,  when  they  witnessed  her  bodily  infirmities  and  anguish 
and  would  repeat,  with  emphasis,  every  expression  of  confidence  in 
His  character.  Even  when  sunk  in,to  unconsciousness,  she  would, 
when  roused,  renew  her  assurance  of  affection  and  trust,  pronouncing 
blessings  upon  His  goodness,  and  saying  that  she  was  "overwhelmed 
with  a  sense  of  his  kindness  and  compassion." 

The  presence  of  Christ  was  with  her  in  all  her  sickness.  She  saw  it, 
she  felt  it,  and  she  rejoiced  in  it;  expressing  oftentimes  her  perfect  wil- 
lingness to  depart;  and  talking  of  the  decease  which  she  was  to  accom- 


plish,  with  entire  calmness  and  composure.  And  yet  she  would  have 
lived  a  little  longer,  had  such  been  the  will  of  God  ;  and  not  unto 
herself,  but  unto  the  Lord,  for  the  Church,  for  her  children,  and  for 
all  whom  she  loved.  Her  last  words,  even  when  memory  had  so  far 
failed  that  she  had  forgotten  her  family  aud  dearest  friends,  were  an 
assurance  of  the  presence  and  preciousness  of  Christ ;  seeming,  like 
the  good  Bishop  Beveridge,  when  his  end  was  drawing  nigh,  to  remem- 
ber that  Name,  when  all  other  names  and  persons  had  ceased  to  be 
known  or  recognized.  And  doubtless,  He  whose  name  was  last  on  her 
lips  and  in  her  memory,  was  the  first  to  greet  her  when  her  tried 
spirit  was  finally  released,  and  winged  its  way  upward  to  be  forever 
with  the  Lord. 

Such  is  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life,  character  and  death  of  one  to 
whom  the  divine  promise  was  fulfilled :  "  Even  to  your  old  age  I  am 
He,  and  even  to  hoar  hairs  I  will  carry  you  ;  I  have  made,  and  I  will 
bear ;  even  I  will  carry  you  and  deliver  you  ;"  a  promise  fulfilled,  in 
conducting  and  delivering  her,  in  all  the  perils  of  her  earthly  pilgri- 
mage, andbearing  her  soul  away  at  last  to  its  eternal  rest  and  reward. 

And  now  we  may  truly  say  of  her  death  and  burial,  that  it  is  no 
proper  occasion  for  grief.  Dearly  as  we  loved  her,  we  would  rather 
rejoice,  and  we  do  rejoice,  in  her  death  unto  the  Lord.  We  have  oft- 
en rejoiced  and  given  thanks  for  her  life,  and  now  we  rejoice  and  give 
thanks  that  her  life  on  earth  is  ended.  And  we  only  pray  that  we 
may  live  her  life  of  righteousness,  die  her  peaceful  death,  and  follow 
her  to  the  bright  world  whither  she  has  gone. 

To  you,  my  friends,  on  whom  this  blow  has  fallen  most  heavily, 
there  is  more  than  consolation  in  the  truths  of  which  I  have  reminded 
you — there  is  joy  and  triumph.  Think  not  of  her  who  is  gone,  as 
dead,  but  as  translated  to  another  and  a  better  life.  She  is  not  dead. 
This  earthly  house  of  her  tabernacle,  soon  to  crumble  and  decay,  has 
not  left  her  unclothed,  but  clothed  upon,  that  mortality  might  be  swal- 
lowed up  of  life.  Truly,  in  this  she  did  groan,  being  burdened,  and 
earnestly  desiring  to  be  clothed  upon,  with  her  house,  which  is  from 
heaven.  And  now  that  she  is  absent  from  the  body,  she  is  present 
with  the  Lord.  Look  not  then  upon  the  tomb  as  her  dwelling-place ; 
her  home  is  in  the  building  of  God,  the  house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens.  And  even  this  deserted  tenement  which 
we  are  about  to  consign  to  its  native  dust,  will  rise  again 
glorified,  to  join  the  glorified  spirit,  now  parted  from  it  for  a  while.     If 


you  must  weep  then,  let  smiles  be  mingled  with  your  tears ;  if  you 
must  grieve,  let  hope  and  rejoicing  gild  the  cloud  of  your  gloom,  ma- 
king it  beautiful  to  the  eye,  a  blessing  to  your  stricken  spirits  now,  and 
to  the  retrospections  of  a  fond  memory  hereafter. 

I  would  be  faithless  to  my  office,  and  to  the  uften-expressed  wishes 
of  our  departed  mother,  if  I  did  not  add  a  word  of  warning  and  in- 
struction to  those  of  her  family  and  friends  who  are  left  behind,  and 
to  all  others  here  present,  who  are  as  yet  without  the  faith  and  hopes 
which  she  cherished,  and  which  were  her  strength  and  her  joy  in  life 
and  in  death.  It  was  her  last  request  to  her  Pastor,  as  he  knelt  be- 
side her  dying  bed,  that  he  would  pray,  not  for  her  deliverance  from 
suffering  or  death,  but  that  her  sufferings  and  death  might  be  made  an 
occasion  of  blessing  to  others.  She  was  willing,  she  said,  to  endure 
any  thing,  if  God  would  but  thus  reveal  his  glory  through  her  weak- 
ness. I  earnestly  invite  and  urge  you  then,  to  consider  well  your  own 
estate,  and  think  upon  your  own  coming  day  of  sickness,  death  and 
judgment.  That  day  will  surely  come,  and  will  not  tarry  ;  and,  in  all 
probability,  will  come  long  before  the  almond  tree  shall  flourish,  and 
desire  fail ;  long  before  you  have  numbered  three  score  and  ten  as  the 
years  of  your  life.  It  is  the  part  of  wisdom,  therefore,  to  be  wise  to- 
day, lest  living  only  to  yourselves,  to  sin,  and  to  the  world,  you  may 
die  as  you  now  live,  with  no  hope,  and  without  God.  You  have  seen 
in  the  life  of  her  whose  days  on  earth  are  ended,  the  power  of  Christ 
and  His  Gospel  to  give  purity,  peace  and  support,  to  enable  her  to 
bear  up  cheerfully,  hopefully,  joyfully,  even  under  the  heaviest  bur- 
dens. And  you  have  seen  how  her  end  was  peace,  and  how  the  Lord 
of  her  life  was  her  Lord  in  death ;  how  cheerfully,  hopefully,  joyful- 
ly she  received  the  summons  for  which  you  now  are  so  unprepared, 
and  which  you  so  much  dread.  Would  you  die  unto  the  Lord  as  she 
died  ?  Then  live  unto  the  Lord  as  she  lived.  The  same  God  and  Sa- 
viour will  be  your  God  and  Saviour,  if  you  will  but  accept  the  gracious 
offers  of  the  Gospel.  Her  God  may  be  your  God,  and  her  people, 
your  people.     As  she  died,  so  you  may  die,  and  whither  she  has  gone, 


you  may  go  too.     The  same  faith,  the  same  strength,  the  same  peace, 

the  same  hopes,  the  same  heaven  may  be  yours.     Will  yon  have  these 

unspeakably  needful  and  precious  gifts,  or  will  you  not  ?      May  the 

Spirit  of  grace  constrain  you  to  answer  the  Lord's  question : 

"  Thine  •will  I  live,  thine  will  I  die, 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity." 

And  now  unto  God,  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  be  ascribed, 
as  is  most  due,  all  power,  and  riches,  and  wisdom,  and  strength,  and 
honor,  and  glory,  and  blessing,  for  ever  and  ever.     Amen. 


